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capital, was quite liberal in the settlement of
the ernyihe widow and her children had

THE PASSION FLOWER.

BY BDAHRY CORNW.

ALL,

*T'is night, *tis night, the hour of hours
When love lies down with folded wings
By Pysche in herstarless bowers,
And down his fatal arrow flings!
Those bowers whence not a word is heard,
Save only from the bridal bird,
Who midst that utter darkness sings

Love is here! Love is here!

"Tie night! the moon is on the stream,
Bright spells are on the soothed sea,
And Hope, the child is gone to dream
Of pleasures which may never be!
And now is hnggard Care asleep,
Now doth the widew Borrow smile!
And slaves are hughed in slumber deep,
Forgetting grief and toil awhile!

What sight can fiery morning show,
To shame the stars or pale moonlight?
What beuaaty can the day bestow,
Like that which falls on gentle night?
Bweet lady sing 1 not aright?
O turn and tell me—for the day—
Is fuint and fading fast away,
And now comes back, the hour of hours,
Whien love his lovelier mistiess seeks,

Si%:ing like winde amongst the flowers,

util the muiden silence spoaks!

Fair girl, mothinks—may hither trn

Those eyes, which midst their blushes burm!
' Methinks, at such a time ones heart

Cun batter bear both sweet and smart;

Swest music, like the running springs;
“This her burden, soft and clear—

Love’s look—the first—which never dieth;
Or denth—which comes when beauty flieth-—

When strength is slain, when youth is past,
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A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE.

A life on the oceun wave!

.

A home on the rolling deep!
Where the scatterad walers rave
And the winds their revels keep.
Like an eagle caged, I pine,
On this dull unchanging shore,
ON! give me the flashing brine,
The spray and the wempest’s roar.

And all, save truth is lost at last!

Once more on the deck [ stand,
Of my own swilt gliding eraft;

Set sail, farewell to the land,
The gale follows fiur abafi,

We slioot through the sparkling foam,

Like an oceun bird set
Like the ocean bird, our 1
We'll find fir out on th
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{ ‘The clouds have begun to frown,
But with a stout vesee] and erew,
We'll say let the storm come down!
Aud the song of our hearts shall be,
While the wind and the waters ruve,

A life on the heaving sea,

A home on the bounding wave,
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THE POCKET BIBLE;
WOr, His Loving Kindnest Changes nol

BY CUHARLES A. OOODRICIHL.

I was standing at the counter of a bavkstora,
pome years since, when o lady entered and en-
1 knew her well.

ew years before she had married a respectable
young merchant ,who although,
of little,if any , capital himsoll, had been started
in business by a gentleman of wealth, with eve-
He was active, hionest,

enterprising; and, although he marriod car-
ly andnfter commencing business for himself—
too onrly—the lady whom he had seleet-

A

ossessed but

ed s hig eompanion was worthy of his choice.
8he had more ambition, some of her (riends

though

t, than comported with their circumstan-

ces;and although she contrived torepress it,in
consideration that her husbands income for the
rralent was small, it was apparent that her spiy-
t ‘was aspiring, and that she was a looking for-

ward with some impatience, to the time when
she would be the mistress of afine honse, with

furniture corresponiling. A friend of hers who
was married about the same time, had at once

enterod'nrm
her ambition,

the enjoyment of the objects of
and had even a carringe at her

commnnd. Quite possible Matilda Grant cher-
ished the secret hope that she might one day be
able to visit that friend in a similar establish-

ment of her own.

The dispensations of God, however, not un-
frequently intervene to thwart our plans, defeat
onr hopes of worldly good.  He has higher views
rospocting us than we ourselves entertain—the
elevation of our souls, and those of our lriends,
toa erown of glory in his own blessed mansions
—anda preparation therefore is nocessary, which
requires sorrow here in order to joy hereafter.
Through much tribulation must we enter into the

of God
&:
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ment, and his

o;m Mr. Grant went on well in
8 purchases were mado with jud,
goods were credited to those w

he thought, would be able to pay. But, unfor-

tunate

- bankrupt
LAt the time o
fover. It was
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forsoon, his principal ereditors
failedand ina single day Charles Grant was o

tima u sad reverse he wosill of a
WWto concenl it from him;
n-still more unhappy effoct up-
: 3 and from that hour
to decline, and ina few weeks
‘:ihmn hm most
sympathized, snd to w ton-
éwuﬂ two children~~a son and a
- kind assistance which their

nof Mr. Grant's affird]
o
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but a few hundred dollurs, and for most of that
she wus chiefly indebted, it was thought, to the
generosity ofher husband’s friend.

This result, added to the lossof o fond and es-
timable man, made the shoek still more terrible.
She feit the oulamity keenly, and the more 5o, us
ehe had no near relatives at hand to condole with
her, and was ignorant of the divine consolations
of religion. But there was mercy in her cup of|
sorrow. The spirit of God came in to heal that
troubled gpirit, and to sanctify those trials to her
soul. And at length she wns enabled to bow in
humble and quiet submission to the will of God,
and betake herself tothe support and education
of her lovely children, now her solace and'delight.
At the time I sawherina bookstore she was
in pursuit ofa pocket bible for her son, named
Charles, after his father—The purchnse was
soon made. It was n beautiful edition—not ex-
pensive, but just such ns a fond and religions mo-
ther wouldwish to present to & son whom she
loved, and which she hoped would prove a lamp
unto his feet. A farther circumstance about this
bible I knew in after years.—On presenting it
sheturned the attention of the happy little fellow
to a blank page in the beginning, on which, in a
beautiful wreath, she hadinseribed her own name
and under it the words, “To my son,"followed by
tho approprinte and touching lines—

A parent's bimninf on bergon
i

oes with thisholy thing
The loye that would retnin the one
Must to the other eling,
Remember *tie no idls toy,
A mothecs gift—remember, boy,

And still a little below were printed, in small
but beautiful eapitals, words which n mother’s
faith wight well appropriate :—

“His 1ovING KINDNESS CHANGES NoT,”

Al thenge of'seventeen Charles Grant wasa
stout, strong, active youth. He was more than
ordinarily ambitious, butas his ambition had nay
full seope, he was restless and | sometimes
thought unhappy.  Had his mother at this eriti-
cal ern ol his life, been able to find some employ-
ment suited to his active and ambitious genius,
it would have been fortunate indeed; but she
krew of none; and besides, she needed his aid—
but what was mora than all, she wasalone,and
felt that she could not dispense with his compn-
ny.

" About this time nvoung sailor by the name
of Thorntun, belonging to the neighborhood, ar-
rived home from s voyage.—Charles naturally
foll in his way, and was delighted with the story
of'his wonderlul adventures. e listened long
and intently, Ilis nge and circumstances com-
bined to excite in his ambitious bosom the de-
gire of imilar exciting scenes,  Without design-
ing any special wrong, young Thornton,at length
proposed to Charles to accompany him on his
next vovage, which he should commence ina
fow weeks.  Foratime he hesitated, or rather de-
clinod—his mother and Alice would never con-
gent and toleave them by stealth was more than
he felt willing to do.. Thornton did not urge him,
pe it afterward appeared, but Charles himeel?
was etrongly inclined to go, while the voing
sailor was quite willing to have a friend and
compnnion 5o bright and enterpriging as Charles
Grunt.  In an evil hour the latter decided to go,
without the knowledee of his mother,

On the night appointed for their depatrture,
Charles rose fram his bed when all was still, and
softly feeling his way to the door, opened it and
cseaped. It was . beantiful night, and as he
proceeded around the errner of the house 1o get
asmall bundle of elothes which he had copeealed
theday belore, his heart beat unusually violent,
and for o fow moments o (nintness cune over
him at the thought of leaving a mother and sis-
ter, the only objeets on enrth whom he had ev-
or truly loved,
maditating o better resolution, and then proceed-
ed tothe gate, which he opened and went out.
Here he ngrin paused—turned—Ilovked—linger-
pil—hesitnted—and even put his hand again on
the lntehet, hall resolved tocreep once more to
hig little bed rosm,  Butat that moment the low
call of Thornton, at some distance reached his
enr—he had lingered longer than he wos aware,
and now the moment arrived when he must go.
ifatall.  With a sortol desparationof feeling
he hastened away, the tears trickling down his
checks as he bade ndien to the humble cottage
which contained all he loved on enrth, His
bundle was still under hig arm, and in that bun-
dle 1 amglad to say, was “no mother’s gift"-~the
pocket Bible. Charles felt that he eould not go
without that,nnd perhaps he felt that the discov-
ery that he had taken 1t might serve somowhat
to assunge a mother's sorrow,

Before morning the young sailors were o long
way toward the seaport whence they expected
to sail, and o couple of daye Lronght them quite
there. Theship, it so happened, was ready, and
Chnrles hinving been aceepted on the recommen.
dntion of Thornton, took up his line of duty be-
fore the mast. Shortly after, the ghip weighed
anchor, and strotched forth on o far distant voy-
nge.

I must leave my readers to imagine, if they
are able, the surprise and even consternntion of
Mrs, Grant and Alice, the morning following
Charles® departure, at not finding him in the
house, nor about the premises. Whal eould it
mean —what errand could haye ealled him away !
—-at what hour did he leave?—what accident
could have hefallen him?

Search was made for him by the incrensingly
anxious ond terrified mother nnd sister for an
hour and more, before they ventured to muke
kngwu their solicitude to their neighbors. My
own residence wos not far digtant; and before |
had finished my breakfust,n messenger in haste
made known the truly distressing situation of’
Mrs. Grantand Alice.  Thostened tothe house—
other friends ot no distant hour were there—
inquiries were instituted—messengers were des-
patched around the town, but not the slightest
tidings could be obtained, and even eonjecture
was baffled. At length however, Mrs. Grant

made the discovery that ttor suit was gone,
ond there: wos a transient ﬂ“m of joy on her
fnce ns ehe announced that his

:;I:n not in lhiu c.h:;!. , Some ¢

» und lon gloomy nights, before any
utyi:ﬂletory lnt‘elligunu -fs ro‘c:ived, nnd then
the amount of that intelligenceswas in a short
but affectionate letter from Charles himself, just
then on the eve of sailing for the Pacific ocean.
Itran thuse—

“Mx Drar Morizr.~—Can you, will you for-
Elvs mo the step I have without your
nowledgo or t1 My has smote me
every hour you, Jam atw—, and

b
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&
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He stoppod for o moment, 0 if’

on board the ship
for the Pacific ocean.. Fe t, best of
do not grieve; I will one day return to bless:
comfort you and my dear Alice. I must do some-
thing for youand her. Kissher forme. Moth-
er, | can write no more, only I hope that I shall
have your prayers. [have got my pocket Bible,
and hall keep i tomy heart. Farewell.
Your tionnte son.

P. 8. Ihave somewhere read, what I am sure
will prove truein my own case:

“Where' er I rove—whatever ronlms I vee,

My heart, untravelld, ndly tarus to thee.”

By some menns the letter did not reach the post
office as soon as it should have done, and the un-
certainty bore heavily on the heart of mother and
sister. The postmaster, on its arnival, kindly
sentittome; and hoping thatit contained tidings
of the lost child I ventured to bredk the seal,
The truth-—sorrowful as it was-—waos a great re-
licf, and was felt to be so by Mre. Grant and
Alice. Yet, for a season—and who can marvel?
~their hearts were filled with a sadness which
scarcely admitted of allevintion—it was a dark
and mysterious providence, and when friends
called in, as they often did to mingle their their
tears with the weeping, and to administer congo:
lation, the most they could do was tosay, “his
wnys are in the sea, and his judgments past find-
ing out,”

But time does something—religion does more,
By degreesthese sorrowful ones were able to
pray, end as the christian poet says, “Prayer
makes the darkest cloud withdraw.”

Soitdid forthem. They did not indeed recover
their wonted cheerfulness, but they were calm
and subdued. No murmurescaped the mother’s
lips, and even Alice seemed to have imbibed the
spirit of a holy resignation, “Jfather, thy will be
done.”

Bat there were days of keen and bitter anguish,
and in those nights when the storm swepl its an-
gry blast across their humble dwelling, and rock-
ed their bed, it was impossible for & mother’s heart
not to tremble for her sailor boy, fir off upon
the stormy ocean, and perhaps suflering the per-
ils of the billowy tempest. But even at such
times, she was enabled tocommit herselfand her
wandering child to the care of o covenant keep-
ing God—uttering the language of haly conli-
dence, “Iia faithfulness is as the overlasting
mountaing.”—*Though he slay me, yet I will
trust in ITim.”

Four yaars elapsed, and notliing was hoard of
Chules Grant. Sometime during the second
year of his ubsence a rumor reached ns thut a
ship supposed 1o be the » which siiled from
s and on board of which Charles was suppo-
sed to be, wos burned at gea, and that but two or
three only were saved, and among tliese was «
young man named Grant.  But the mumor though
not contrudicted, was not confirmed, aul another
period of uncertainty and anxiety, fell to the it
of the long stricken and hemt-saddened mother
und sister of the absent boy.

At length the friends of Mrs. Grant poreeived
u visible change in her health. "T'he indications
of that too fatal malady—-consumption-—were too
npparent to be mistoken. s appronch indeed
was glow and insiduous, aud for a time was kept
at buy by assiduous attention of our village phy-
sician; but medical preseription at length lost its
power, and sho became at first confined to the
house~then to her room-—and tinally to Ler bed,

[ often visited her, as did other friends.  Her
room wasno longer the abude of gloom and sor-
row. She had for some months been making
rupid progress in resignation to the will of God;
and though her feeble tubernncle was shaken,
and was likely 1o be dissolved through yearsof
anxiety of affliction, yet her fnith seemed to ac-
quire more and more strength, and to fusten with a
firmer hold upon the divine promises,

One day ae Isat conversing with her, sheallu-
ded to the fhithfulness of God, and expressed her
unwavering confidence in Him. She said it Lad
beenher desire to acquiesce in the Divine will,
ind she hoped she would be able 1o do so, whatey-
eritmightbe in relation to herself or horabsent
son.  But, continucd she, I have prayed long and
fervently that] once more mightlsee him~see him
afrue penitent—and I cannot relinquish the belief
that God will hear and answer, ~

I was about to say something whick might tend
to svothe hieryin case her liopes were hot fealized,
ns L must confess that I saw little present reason to
exp®ct they would be, whenshe stopped me, and
observed, “You may think me presumptious, but
my fuith must enjoy 113 hold on the Divine prom-
ises.  Has not God said, *Call upon me in the day
of trouble, and I will answer thee, and thou shall
glorify me! I have called—-yes 1 have called by
day and by night, and God has seemed to Lelp ine.
Has he excited such strong, such intense emo-
tions for nothing? IMas Le enabled me to wres-
tle with him, only to be disappointed? [ am
aware that probabilities nre ull apparently against
me. I must soon fail; this heart will soon cepse
beating, and the narrow house be my restin
place, but I siill have confidence in the failhl‘uﬁ
ness of my heavenly father. What though 1 see
no immediate prospect of the return of my poor
boy? 1 believe 1 shall yet press that poor child
to my bosorfi.--Years since, | wrote in a pocket
Bible I gave him, “His loving kindness changes
not;" und do you think it will fail now?

I confess | admired the steady faith of the
mother-~a faith strong in the Lord and in the
power of hig might; and yet it seemed scarcely
possible that her hopes should be realized. At
length my faith faltered, for it was appatent that
hor hour of departure wus not far distant.

That night two or three female friends, fear-
ful of her failure before morning, offered to stay
with the mother of Alice. This the latter cheer-
fully assented to, though she had decided not to
loave hermother. The neeessary arrangements
for the night were made, and at an early hour
all was silent innnd around the humblc cottage.

It was a glorious night sbrond-—clear, soft,
mild-—just such a night as n saint might well
choose in which to take its departure and soar to
the temple above, The poet must have had
some such night in his vision when he penned
these beautiful lines—

“The moon awakes, and from her maiden fico

Shedding her doudy looke, looks meekly forth,

And \v?&\ hor virgin stars, walks in the heavons,

Walke nightly there, conversing as she walks

Of purity, nud holiness and God »

It was just such a night, and Alice had risen
frotn her seat; and to hide her motions, as her

, which sails in an e

_ back, but again looked, and his hand was
on the luch. The gate was opened with great
caution, and the stranger approached slowly to-
ward the house. Presently a gentle knock was
hebrd at the kitchen door. [t was impossible
for Alice to summon courage to nttend to the
stranger hersell; but she whispered to the nurse,
who, upon unlocking the doer, inquired the rea-
son for so late and unreasonable an intrusion.

“Does Mz, Grant atill reside here? inquired
the stranger in a kind bul earnest tone.

“She does™ replied the nurse; “but she is dan-
gerously ill, and we fear canpot live many hours;
you cannoet see her.”

“Gracious heavens!™ exclaimed the stranger;
and o sudibly were the words pronounced that
thie sound fell on the earsof Alice, and hor hesrt
beat with strong and distressing emotions. 1
must see lier,” continued the stranger; “do not
deay me, mudam, quick—quick!” and he gen-
Ay prassed open the door, still held by the surpri-
sed and even terrified numse,

Alice listened to the sounds without being able
to decide their import; but at length, learing
that her mother might be disturbed, she stole
sofily out of the room for the purpose of ascer-
taining what the strangerwunted, |

“Alice! Misa Alice,” said the nurse, as she
approached.

But before she had finislied what she was nt-
fempting to' suy, the stranger inquired with a
cotntenance wild with emotion, “Is this Alice
Grnt 7 and the next moment he sweoned and
fell on the floor.

“Miss Alice,” exelaimed the ugitated nurse,
“What does all this mean?—who can this bet—
what shall we do?™

Alice hemelf stoud amazed; but s the ligln
fell upon the features of the apparently lifeless
stranger, a thought flashed across ker mind, and
the following moment she was pearly fullen be-
gide him.

“Nurse” she said, sofily but quickly, “hand
me gome water.” 'This she applied liberally 1o
the temples of the stranger, who slowly recover-
ed his consciousnoss and at length sat up, e
looked around, and presently fastened bis oyos
most intently and inquiringly on the pale and mo-
tiouless Alice, “Yos, yos! hie exclaimed, it is
she; it is-——it is my own beloved Alice!?

Chnrles-—Charles—my brother ™ uttered Al-
ice us ehe fell upon lis bosom—4O heaven be
praised! Charles, 18 it—is it you? Oh mother,
moiher!"

The soundof voices reached the dying moth-
er, und she inquired“Alice my child, what--
whit did I' hear, Alice P

Alice seawely able to stand, hastened to her
bedside, and taking her mothers hand, already
cold with death, spoke in accents tremulous-—fur
the whele frume was agitated-—tremnious but
kind.

“What did I hear, Alice,” the mother sofily
whispered. ! thought he had come. Did 1
drewn Alice®

*“Mother, dearmother,”said Alice, putting her
face elosp to the cold face of the dying parent
and scarcely able to draw a breath—+Who did
you think had come?”

“Why Chatles; it seeniad as if lie had come.
But I dreamed—did 1 Allce?”

“Muther,” said Alice, “could you see him -
could you sustain it if you couid seo him??

“Surely child why Llong tosee him; and T did
think 1 shouldsce him once more before I died.”

Atthis instant the door sofily opened, and
Charles appronched cautiously—-inqguiringly.

“Mather,” said Alice, “here—-can you look up?
do you know wlo thisis?”?

“Who is it, Alice, --who is it?" inquired the
half wild Lur still ®nseioss mother,

“Mother,” eoftly whispered Charles, ss he
kneoled down and kissed Ler cold cheek, “moth-
er, tay dear mother, Ol will you—-can you forgive
your long-lost, but penitent, broken-hearted child.

“Charles, my dear Charles! is it indecd you?"
said the now dying mether, at tlie same time en-
deavoring to put her wan and feeble arm around
his neck.  “My dear boy, you have come; yes,
[ can now praise God. One question, Cliatles,
and I die in peace—is my boy w penitent 1™

“Mothier” said Charles, his tears nearly cho-
king his utlerance, “that bible snd a mother?s pray-
ers have saved me. 1 linve come, and in sepson,
to ask forgiveness—*Father 1 have sinned a-
gainst heaven and in thy sight, and am no more
worthy to be called thy son.”  Mother, my dear
mothier, and will you forgive me algo?”

“Enough, Enough,” siid the departing mothes
“yes, it is enough!” her countenance Loaming,
a8 it were with seraphic joy.

“1 am nearly through; bat go, my son—po,
my dear Alice,and publish it to the mothers ol
the land, what I have found true—and will con-
linuo uwuens long as praying mothers exist—

s His loring kindness ehangeth not

For a few moments following it was thought
she had ceased to broathe ; but she revived suffi-
ciently to press once more, gently, the hands of
Charles and Alice; and then she was heard sing-
ing, in a faintand searcely audible tone, those
beautiful lines which she had often expressed
a wish that she might lave ocession to sing;

*-Soon shall [ pass the gloomyvale,
Buan all iy wiorlal poirers musl fail ;
O mey my laslerpining breath,

His loving kindness sing in death,

The prayerwis answered, “His loving kind-
ness” were the last sounds which weie heard,
They censed here only to be resumed, and to
be sung by the glorified and trinmphant saint be
fore the throne of God.
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Soogaan, Quiey Euzanera's Jestar.—Scog-
gan, having once borrowed £500 of the Queen,
and not being able to return them, contrived to
find out the time when the Queen went out, as
slie was obliged to pass by his honse. He had
a coffin made, and let his fumily into the socret,
ha lnid himself in it, and had his friends invited
to his funeral. The Queen happening to pass at
the moment they wore carrying the corpse with
ceremony, inquired who was dead. “ Madam,”
they replied, “it is your devated servant Scoag
goan.® 4 What!" sho exclaimed, “ he is dead,
and I was not even informed of his bemg ill!
The poor man owed me £500, but I forgive him
the debt with all my heart!”  Scoggan instanily
ras@up in his [coflin, and eried out, *I thank
your majesty! The favor she bostows to me is
m-‘lguolblc that it has brought me lo life s-
gain,
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dear parent breathed more heavily, had gone to L R
the L the curtain of which n’l;o drew aside,| Itis said that Mr. J. W. Tyson’s resigtiation
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Bacenwrs axp aus Asraonoisus.—* This
wine is mirculous,” suid we, filling a glass of
tokay. * Yes; I shall remain some time in Hun-
gary,” answered the Hemit, sipping the liguor
with educated lipe. % This,” said the sage, hold-
ing the wine between him and the light,  thisis
the true blood of our dear mother earth. T have
often wondered ot the smeaking ingratitude of
astronomical men.—In the name of grapes. why
should not Bacchus have a star to himself ? We
have only to reflect upon the characters of the
Pagan de'ties sidereally honored, to feel the in-
dignity done to Bacchus. ‘There is Saturn, the
child eater—he must be setin o ring, sud nomi:
nally hung in the sky. Mars, a bully, snd e
limes out of lon no whit better than a hig&ly-
man or busglar- -he, too, must twinkle insulting-
Iy upon men, made fools and rogues; tyrants and
victimg, by his abominable influences; yes, he,
the recruiling sergennt of the heavous, musi
sture with his red face upon us; and Meveury,
thief and orator to boot, may wink (lhirough the
long night, all hiaving their admirers aud worship-
pers; whilst for Bacchius, he, with all his great
bounty, iz starless and unhonored. *T'would be
a pleasant, yea o proper thing,” szid the ITefmit,
with a laugh, “to find a fine new planet for
him, *—Tlluminated Magazine.

Cavpsers rur Popr.—Campbell was, in stat-
ure, smill, but well made. His eyes wers very
five, mnd just such eyes as Lawrence took de-
lightin painting, when he diew that fine pieture
of the poet whicl will preserve Iia looks to the
lutest posterity. His lips were ihin, and ina
constant twitter: thin lips gre bad in murble, dand
Chantrey refised to do his lust because his lips
would never look woll.  1Te was bald, T have
lieard him say, when only twenty-four, und since
that age has almest alweys worn a wig.  There
was o spicery wbout almost every thing that he
did. He would rule pencil lines to wiite on,
aud comnplete a MS. more in the manner of Du-
vies or Hetford, than Tom Campbell.  Jis wips,
in his palmy duys, were true to the last curl of
studions perfection.  He tolda story withia great
deal of humor, and had much wit and art in set-
ting off an ancedole, that in other telling had
gone for mothing. The story of tha mercantile
traveller from Glaggow was ane of his best, and
liis propesing Nupuleon’s health ata meeting of
anthors, Lecause he had murdered a bookseller,
(Psalm,) was rich in tle extreme—Irazer’s
Magazine,

Tarmops,—Many eminent men lave served
thair time al wiloring.  Thomas Woodman, af
untive of New Jersey, who fist suggesied 1lie
iden of abolishing the slave trade, was o tailor Ly
trade. Ile published much on the subject, and
went to Europe to consult distinguished nen re-
specting the topic, where Lie died of the small-
phm in 1772

Sir John Hatkwood—the first Enplish Gene-
ral—was also a tailor.  Iis historian says of him:
“Ile turned Lis needle into a swoid and his
thimble into a shield” Ile died in 1394, Jn
Hoddington there is 2 monument evected to his
menory.

Benjamin Robbins, the compiler of Ansan's
voyages tound the world—if not a tailor by
trade, was the son of a tailor.

Sir Ralph Blackwell, knighted by Edward Ll
for his bravery, was a tailer by trude, Ha was
the founder of Bluckwell Lall.

John Stowe, the antiquarian, who died in Lon-
dop about the year 1600, at the sge of 50 years,
was a tailor.

Jolin Speed, the distinguished historiun, ser-
ved his apprenticoship at the same trade.

Let our tailors be encouraged. Many an em-
inent man, besides those we have mentioned &-
bove, s arisen to usefulness and honor from
this. No cluss of men among vz ave more in-
dustrious--and very few more intelligent.

Prrers or Womes, Coun axo Wany-A love-
ly fomule slave, warm from the mountiins of
Circassia, aud warranted not to be second hand,
may be bought at Constantinople for three hun-
dred dollars. A lovely female statue, cold from
the marble mountains of Cariara, (nnd spotless
as the snow, without a donbt,) was lately sold by
My, Power to the Hon. Win, Preston, for thee
thousnnd dollars! Something would seem 1w be
wrong here—ilie * elay 14l or the Ottoman
* protection,” or something. Vatlous questions
arise: Is an original womnn 4 fwvorite article?
Is the imitation by Pouwer, of the filiricks of Na-
fure & Co, flan improvement upon the modal?
Is the presence nl';La foculty ol speech in the
chigaper article nng spocinl indication of a pref
crenca llmlmu&iiud upon in the buyer!
Perhaps some eMgWive dealer in both articles
will oblige us with a sulution of 1Lis mercantile
problem.—Willis® Eve. Mirror.

Trve Parnomsi—Old Jobn Bonaturn had
five sons In the ficld of battle at Bennington, and
being tald that he had been unfortunate in one of
his sone, replied: “ What! has he misbchaved?
did he desert his post, or shrink from the
charge?” # Nosir,” said the informant, * worse
than that; heis among the shain; he (01l contend-
ing courageously in the cause.” “Then I um
salisfied,” replied 1he good old man,  bring lim
in that L may bebold lim, aud survey the durling
of my sonl.”® On which the eorpue was brought
inand laid beforo him.  Hg called fora how! of
water and a napkin, and with s own hands
washod the gore and dirt from his son’s corpse,
and wiped lus gaping wounds, with a eomplacen-
¢y, a8 he himselt’ expressed it, which bufore he
had never felt or experienced.

A Haxptone Aori--Mr. O'Sullivan, the edi-
tor of the New York Morning News, (dem..) did
# handsome and gentlemanly act & fesw days ago
that merits general approbation,  He had betted
150 nguinst a beautiful saddle horse, upon
some particular result, and won his wager. The
horse was accordingly delivered to the winner,
But he, havmg learned that it wus a favorite with
the loser, rode it to the house of the lady, and
thete assured lier that he could not deprive hor
of her ppt, and begged her ueceptance of the
animal. I'he offer thus gracefully made was
graciously aecepted.

Narive Boan Cremsss=In the Courts of
Chuncery, New York, on Monday, Assistant Viee
Chnneellor Sandford decided in the case of B
Lynéh vs. J. Clark and Jufia Lynch, thut a ehild
born in this country, of alien parents is  cit
of the United States. The rule applies eq
where the prrents are here terporarily, as
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GATHERINGS,

Lake Michigan is 220 miles long, 70 miles

water. It contains 22,000 square miles. i
Lake Huron is 240 miles long, 80 miles

1,000 feet deep, and eontaing 20,000 #

miles, It is 578 feet above tide water. 34
Green Bay is 100 miles long, 20 miles wide,

and contains 2,000 square ::.'t 4 - -
Luke Ontario is 100 miles long, 35 miles

wide, 500 feat doep, and containg 300 square
miles. 1t is 232 fi. above tide water. :

Lake St. Clair is 20 miles 14 miles wide,
20 feet deep, and contains &’%nu!;um miles, It
is 570 feet above tide water.

The Ameticrn Lakes are computed tocontain

tho fresh water on the globe,

Tue Hunmicanes.—It is computed that the
two hurricanes of the last month—that of the 6th
which swept the Atlantic coast, and that of the
I8th, on the Northern Lakes--destroyed not less

than two hundred lives and one million’s worth
of property.

Sare or A Baxgmve Hovse.—The Commer-
cinl Bunking House, in New Orleans, has been
sold 1o the Bank of Louisiana for $50,000

At arecent meeting of the Commissioners,
Monday, tie 20th of January, 1845, was fixed
on ns the time for exposing to sale the stock of
the Pennsylvenia Ganal and Railrond Company.

The Bishop of Newfoundland’s yacht, the
Howk, bas airived out from Eng!am{. She s
fitted upas o floating charch.

A New Fustivan.—The Suffrago ladies of
Providence, celebrated last Thursday, it being
the: biith-duy of Thos. W. Dorr.  He is thirty-
nine years of age. The celebration took place
at the house of Mrs. Williams the suthoress.

The Lovisville (Ky.) Courir+ of the 5th inst.,
says: #We loarn that the body of Jas. Vander-
berg, one of the men killed on the Lucy Walk-
ery was found at the mouth of Salt River, on
Saturdny last?

The Si. Augustus (Flo.) News of the 2d inst.
“Iortv-thovsand oranges were shipped
doswn the St Johus, a few days since from Dray-
tou's lsland.”

Dgr, Worr Reneasen.—It is stated in the Bos-
ton Treuseript, on the authority of a letter from
Constantinople of the 7th of September, that
Rev. Dr. Wolf' has been released by the Khan of
Bokliare. The Doctor was expected daily at
the Persian frontier.

Enaxcivarive Sraves—Mr. Wilson, of Shel-
by county, Kentucky, has emancipated twenty-
four slaves, und they are now on their way io
Lilietia. They were in Cincinnati on Saturday,
aind they are a good leoking set of people, and
pleased, we Lelieve, to go.

snys:

Tie Tex Dracoons—The last Galena Ca-
zetie suys: “The Otter isin this morning from
Port Snelling.  There was no truth in the report
that ten United States Dragoons had been mur-
dered by the Soosatang lndians. Not a word
haz been beard from the detacliment sent out
aguinst the Indinns since its departure.”

Dearie ov ax Orricer.—Died at Little Rock,
Aikansas, on the 8th ult,, of apeplexy, 1st Lieu-
tenant William Bowman, of the First Regi
U. & Dragoons. He was interred by the “Lit-
tle Rock Guards,” with military honors, and the
ceremouies of the church and the grave, were
numerously attended by the citizens.

A letter has been recieved at Boston from
Halifix, stating that there iy much excitement
theto in consequence of some difference
iween the mail officer, Lieutenant T088,
atd the Governor, by resson of which the Aecas
dia took no mails from Halifax. The Governor
chartered the Margaret, (the reserve at Halifax)
to go out with the mails.

The new Shot Tower in Elm street, St.
fell on the 2d inst, It is said to have se
down in a heap of ruins, making a pile of bricks
of about 500000, Two of the working men
made thei eseape out of the second story win-
dow.  No lives were lost, and but slight damage
susinined by the adjoining buildings,

Sugrrysiox or Canat, Navicarion—The sea-
son iz fast approsching when our Canals usually
close. The packets on the Pennsylvania Ca-
nal huve arranged fo stop on the 15th instant.

Munokn ar Sga.--John Smith of Connecti-
euty Coak of the brig Carleton from

charged with killing » German pissenger in that

vessel, while on the high seas,
Rowsray ar Navvoo.—~The Mormons,

the 8t. Bouis New Era of the 24 inst., seem to

(hink that they render God service by rob

the Gentiles, On the night of the 16th ult.,

was robbed, A safe was taken, containing about
#4000, with a lot of goods,

The Chervkes Advocate says
have been very successful in their
thia fall,

to death in lowa, last winler, whe
meler was two

n the thermo-
0 degrees below zero, was broug

before a ju:"( of inquest. Thoy has

verdict of “death by freezing;"

Bishop of the Methodist mrl
.im‘ws Bighop Androw '.nnrém. im
tion of the Southern Conferences,
drew has consented thereto, comm
tha Virginia © ouce at Lyochb
tow.. On his J thither, Bishop
preached twice at Charleston, to

Wﬁm-_‘cw. M'. ‘__

Chug
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wide, 1,000 foet deep, and 578 feet abore tide

1,400 cubic miles of water-~more than one half

was imprisoned in New Orlesns, 4th instant,
mys
the stora of Mr. Iarrison Kimball, of Nauvoo,

Craiovs Veroior.—A fellow who was frozen |

———————

Lake Superior ix 400 miles lox miles
wide, 000 feet deep, and containg 0 square
miles. B s g
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meter was found guilty of “murdor ‘Hﬂ--"
cond degroe™& P 3 s
M. E. Eviscopacy.-~Bishop Soule, he se: io . o




